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really mean it's as serious as all that? The firm can go
on, caiu it?"
He shook his head, and kept his face turned away*
He looked like a great foolish baby. She swept down on
him. "Tell me what's happened. Why didn't you teil
me at once? I'm sorry I was cross with you. I didn't
know it was anything serious-naturally. Now tell me/'
He told her the whole wretched story.
"But do you mean to say that brute has gone and you
can't do anything, anything at all? But it's ridiculous,
Can't you tell the police? Why, it's just as bad as
burglary or swindling. It is swindling. But I knew, I
knew all the time that something would happen be-
cause of that man. He hated us after that night he came
here and I lost my temper with that vile little minx of a
daughter. I felt all the time he did. I told you to get
rid of him, didn't I? Oh, Howard, you have been stupid.
Yes, you have. I'll never believe in you again as a busi-
ness man* You used to tell me I didn't understand about
these things, but I'm sure I understand about people—
and that's the main thing—better than you. But what's
going to happen now?"
"I don't know/' he mumbled miserably, and he ex*
plained as best he could the position they were in. As
she listened, she suddenly saw the four walls enclosing
them, the table and chairs and sideboard, everything in
sight, no longer as solid objects, fixed, rooted in a secure
existence, but as things brittle as glass, unstable and
wavering as water. Nor did her imagination stop there.
It explored the whole maisonette, the drawing-room,
the kitchen below, the nursery and bedrooms, and dis-
covered nothing substantial there, except the two
children asleep upstairs and a few personal possessions

